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To give so much of her soul's trust away;
And little shall it stead her.

Melville.                                    So fear I;

Tis not the warrant of an act affirmed
Against the remnants of her faith, nor form
Of this strange wedlock, shall renew to her
Men's outworn love and seVvice; nay, and strife
Lies closer to her than fears from outward; these
Whose swords and souls attend on her new lord,
Both now for fault of pay grown mutinous,
From flat revolt they hardly have redeemed
With the queen's jewels and that English gift
Of the gold font sent hither for the prince
That served him not for christening, melted now
To feed base hands with gold and stop loud throats,
Whose strength alone and clamour put such heart
In Bothwell that he swore to hang the man
Who would not speak their banns at first, and now
But utters them with lips that yet protest
Of innocent blood and of adulterous bonds
By force proclaimed, and fraudful j and this Craig
The townsmen love, and heed not that for craft
Each day will Bothwell hear men preach, and show
To them that speak all favour, and will sit
A guest at burghers' boards unsummoned ; yet
Men's hate more swells against him, to behold
How by the queen he rides unbonneted
And she rebukes his too much courtesy ;
So that their world within doors and without
Swells round them doubtfully toward storm, and sees
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